John Hook walked toward us. He had a gait, he had a muscular build, a head like a box with a cowlick and a monkey face with a big mouth and white animal teeth and a wild twinkle in his big bug eyes and he could steal anything, which delighted me as I generally was the one who kept us supplied with comic books, candy, and cigarettes, stolen from not too careful Irish Catholic store owners -we were all Episcopal and John, who enjoyed stealing, and was especially fond of lifting yo-yos, was one of those marginal midwest church members maybe Baptist or something that nobody Protestant ever knew anything about except that they continually had good pitching in the church softball league. On sight of John, rolling along toward us, we began to laugh, and when he joined us, we put our arms around each other and moved out of vision around from the large plate glass dime store windows back into the alley and made our plans; hardly coherent. We talked about money. John outlined the action we knew by heart anyway, but it was to hear him and watch him that was the thrill of before action, and in delight's envy, of a cer tain overflow willingness: point in my character that caused me to overlook everything in my passion to do it right and then do it again just to make sure, yet, as John being John, the thrill to make my head spin, was to do one thing once so completely it included any following flourish, no reassurance with him and that was John: the neat flourish to begin with, because when John Hook showed up, he completed the action we had begun by waiting for him, because he could hook anything, his last name was not Hook and it was me who named him in my crystal Missouri laughter and when I went in the dime store with my nickel in my hand, and made a purchase and so distracted the salesgirl, I was aware of the fleeting sunshine shadow behind me moving down the aisle to my left selecting yo-yos, my breath came fast in no way was I cool: my eyes were so bright I feared, like in love they ' farmer Gus at work, following him around, watching him work, which he was used to; he rarely said anything, to anybody, although he spoke to himself, under his breath, he was an old man, big and stooped from carrying pails of sweet milk all his life, and he wore the same kind of farmer's overalls that Uncle Charley did, with the straps. I had worn them too, in Muddy Run, in Pennsyl vania. We all liked Gus, and in his way I guess Gus liked us too, occasionally we helped him, get something for him, you know, he let us alone, he thought we were crazy, and we never teased him 'cause he moved fast when he wanted, and well there was a way the cows looked at him; they knew, and cows can move fast when they want to, too, but Gus wore a large sweat-stained floppy hat, and though he was a patient old man, when a cow got extra stubborn Gus's eyes got extra hard, and after he had finally gotten the cow into the barn and the cow wouldn't go in her stall, Gus's eyes kind of glowed out from under the brim of his hat, and the two of them stood there in hay and a little cowshit looking at each other, the cow getting that look they have when they're making it a little tougher than usual, an onrey straight-on look, and old Gus stood there and looked right on back at her, her with her big brown eyes, and he raised his hand and pointed into the stall, and in his gruff quiet way ordered her in, and she didn't move. "Go on," he said. "You know the way." Then he laughed to himself, and I stood behind him, breathless.
She swung her tail, lowered her head and pretended to look around for some thing on the floor, and went into the stall. He turned, and glanced at me, one eye from under a shaggy eyebrow and I grinned and he nodded as I turned and walked back outside. He didn't like anyone around when he milked. I went along the edge of the field and picked an apple, they were green, but I didn't mind, I ate one, and as there were several on the ground that were half rotten, I got a bunch and walked away from the tree, into the field, where I stopped, dropped the apples on the grass,
